The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ham. Ah ha, coroe fome mufique, come the Recorders, 

F or if the King like not the Comedie, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 

Come, fome mufique. 

Enter Ro fetter ms and guyldenflerne. 

Guyl. Good my Lord, voutfafe me a word with you. 

Ham. Sir a whole hifloric. 

guyl. The King fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

Gay/. Is in his retirement meruilous diflempred. 

Ham. With drinke fir ? 

Gay/. No my Lord, with choller. 

Ham. Your wifedome fhould fhewe it felfe more richer to fignifie 
this to the Doftor, for, for mcc to put him to his purgation, would 
perhaps plunge him into more choller. 

guy/. Good my Lord pat your difeourfe into fome frame, 

And flare not fo wildly from my affaire. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guy/. The Quacneyour mother in rood great affliction of (pint, 
hath lent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guyl. Nay good my Lord, this curtefie is not of the right breeds, if 
it (hall pleafe you to make me a wholfome aunfwcre , I will doe your 
mothers commaundement, if not, your pardon and my returnc, Hull 
be the end of bufines. 

Ham. Sir 1 cannot. 

Rof What my Lord, 

Ham. Make you a wholfome anfwcr, my wits difeafd, but fir, fuch 
anfwerc as I can make, you fhall comroaund, or rather as you fay, my 
mother, therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you fay, 

%of Then thus fhefayes, your behauiour hath ftrookeherintoa- 
mazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful fonne that can foflonilh a mother, but is inert 
no fequell at the hceles of this mothers admiration, impart. 

Rof. She defires to fpcak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We fhall obey, were lhe ten times our mother, haue you any 
further trade with vs ? 

%of. My Lord, you once did loue me. 

Ham. And doc flill by thefc pickers and flealers. • 


Prince of Denmark?. 

. r q 00£ J m y Lord, what is your caufe of diflemper, you do fine- 
ly bar’re the doore vpon your owne liberty if you deny your griefei to 

y %w. C Sh I lacke aduauncemenfo • r 

Vof. How can that be, when you haue the voyce of the King him - 
felfe for your fuccefsion in Denmark*. 

- Enter the V layer swith Recorders. 

Ham I fir, but while the grafle growes, the prouerbe is (omething 
muflv o the Recorders, let race fee one, to withdraw with you, why 
doe you goe about to rccouer the wind of mee, as ifyou would driue 

^Gujl. O my lord, if my duty be too bold, my loue is too vnmanerly, 
Earn. I do not wel vndcrftand that, wil you play vpon this pipe ? 
Guyl. My lord I cannot, 
ham. I pray you. 

Guyl. Beleeue me I cannot. 
ham. I doe bcfeech you. 

Guyl. I know no touch of it my Lord. 

Ham. It is as eafie as ly ing sgouerne thefc ventages with your fin- 
gers, & the vmber, giue it breath with your mouth, & it wil difeourfe 
mofl eloquent roufique, looke you. thefe are the flops. 
quil. But thefe cannot I commaund to any vttrance ofhartnonie,! 

haue not the skill. ... 

Ham. Why looke you now how vnwoorthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play vpon mee, you would feeme to know my flops, 
you would pluckc out the hart of roy miftery, you would found mcc 
from my lowefl note to my compa(Ie,and there is much mufique ex- 
cellent voyce in this little organ, yet cannot you make it fpcak, s bloud 
do you think lam eaficr to be plaid on. then a pipe, call mcc what in- 
drument vou wil, thougbyou fret me not, you cannot play, vpon me. 
Godblefleyou fir. 

Enter Tolomus. 

Pol. My Lord, the Quecne would fpeake with you, Scprefcntly. 
Ham. Do you fee yonder clowd that's almofi in ihapeof a Camel ? 
Pol. By’th mafic and tis, like a Camell indeed. 

Ham. Mee thinks it is like a Wezdl. 

Pol. It is backt like a Wczell* 

Ham, Or like a Whale, 

'Pol. V cry like a Whale. 

' am, Theft. 



